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serious issues; but how queer that the Circus should bring them
together I
Thuella was furious because she hadn't seen the Circus, while
to Wizzie it was a matter of life and death never to see the
Circus again. He certainly had the Circus on his own nerves
just now, for he suddenly began to tell himself a story about
the wearer of that black dress, for all her lovely face and the
braids of shining hair coiled round the top of her head, being
discovered by him as the Thin Woman in some sideshow of
OldFunky's!
The girl, anyway, was now standing in front of Nancy, look-
ing in her weird slenderness exactly like the Lamia of the poem.
She kept twisting and untwisting her fingers behind her back
as she stood listening to the story of how Mrs. Quirm had had
her heart-attack at the Cenotaph.
"I think if you don't mind," Dud began, "I ought to be	"
but his mouth was stopped by the fascination with which he felt
compelled to watch the motions of his host. The old man was
taking two thin battered volumes out of his capacious side-
pockets, glancing at them, exchanging them, replacing them;
and then even after giving both his pockets a complacent pat,
falling into the throes of some new and still more troubled
dilemma about them, which led, against his will, to his having
to begin the whole adjustment all over again*
"What are those books, sir, if I may ask?" inquired Dud.
"The Phaednts and the Timaeus in old school editions!" re-
plied Teucer Wye. "I'm not comfortable if they're not in my
pocket. Only I like the Phaedrus in the right one and the other
in the left one; and I'm not comfortable till I know for certain
that Fve got 'em where they ought to be!" The man now
came over to Dud and began to talk eagerly to him.
"They're my only books/' he said rapidly. "You see what
this room is!"—he gave an expressive and rather Gallic move-
ment with his shoulders and hands—"the girl's room; entirely
hers! And it's the only room we've got, except the kitchen, and
the bedrooms upstairs." His words grew faster and more confi-
dential after a glance at the women to make sure he was not
overheard. "It's fate of course that she is as she is. Of course she
does sell her pictures. She has an agent in America who sells
them for her. They like the kind of thing she does over there;
and besides—well! we need the money."

